ALONG   THE   ROAD

viously expecting me, when he has done, to make
some smart or subtle comment. But the two
women on my left are telling scandalous stones
about a person I know. The man with the loud
voice at the other side of the room is discussing
the merits of different motor cars. The science
student by the fireplace is talking about the
quantum theory, The distinguished Irish lawyer
is telling anecdotes in his inimitable professional
manner. Behind me a youth and maiden are ex-
changing views on love, while from the group in
the far aorner I hear an occasional phrase which
tells me that they are talking politics. An in-
vincible curiosity possesses me, I long to hear
exactly what each is saying. Scandal, motors,
quanta, Irish bulls, love and politics seem to me in-
comparably more interesting than Henry James |
and each of these is at the same time more in-
teresting than all the others. Inquisitiveness
flutters hopelessly this way and that, like a bird
in a glass house. And the net result is that, not
hearing what he says and being too much dis-
tracted to answer coherently, I make myself
appear an idiot to my interlocutor, while the very
number of my illicit curiosities renders it impos-
sible for me to satisfy any single one of them.
But this excessive and promiscuous inquisitive-
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